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buy any book that pleases you, but I do not see that
you ever bring me home any nice old purchases now."

It is tempting to go on and on quoting Elia. Every
page of the essays has something which it seems
impossible to leave out. There is the famous Disserta-
tion upon Roast Pig, which describes how a Chinese
swineherd, when his house was burnt down, ate the
burnt pigs by mistake, and discovered the art of
roasting, and how everybody bought pigs and burnt
down their houses, in order to be provided with
this new delicacy. That, however, is a long story.
Here, for a last extract, are 3Irs. Battle's Opinions
on Whist.

" c A clear fire, a clean hearth, and the rigour of the
game.' This was the celebrated wish of old Sarah
Battle (now with God) who, next to her devotions,
loved a good game at whist. She was none of your
lukewarm gamesters, your half-and-half players, who
have no objection to take a hand, if you want to make
up a rubber ; who affirm that they have no pleasure in
winning; that they like to win one game, and lose
another; that they can while away an hour very
agreeably at a card-table, but are indifferent whether
they play or no; and will desire an adversary, \vho
has slipt a wrong card, to take it up and play another.
These insufferable triflers are the curse of a table. One
of these flies will spoil a whole pot. Of such it may be
said, that they do not play at cards, but only play at
playing at them.

" Sarah Battle was none of that breed. She detested
them, as I do, from her heart and soul; and would not,
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